Philozoe [Bx 


edition farangis 


Philozoe, ein E-Blatterwald tber Bildschaffung, Mythologien 
und Subjektsein. Kunst und Fragmente von Farangis G. Yegane 
Arani (G. Lick) und Gita Marta Yegane Arani. 


Punk als Suche nach weiblicher 
Autonomie. Malerei: Farangis; Text: Gita. 


Dichtung: Farangis — Aus meinem 
Traumschreiber 
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FARANGIS °GeYEGANE« FRANKFURT 
BUNDENWEG 2 @ SELKBSf VERLAG 


Farangis: 
Fingerhande 
Mondgreifer 
Schrei des Pfeils 
Geburt der Spirale 
Aus meinem Traumschreiber 
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Traumgeborenes 


Meine traumgeborenen Kinder, 
meine Silberherzenperlen, 
brauchen Honig, Milch und Warme, 
Farbenspiel im Blumenzaun, 
Blatterrauschen, 
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Schattenbaum, 

bin ich Apfel, 

sind sie Kerne, 

bin ich Ei, berg neues Leben, 

habe Schale zart und fein, 

brech ich, st68t mich auf den Wegen 
herzlos grobes Stiefelbein. 

SchlieBen méchte ich meine hundert offnen Ohren, 
Draufenlarm drangt schmerzend ein, 
immer bin ich unverschlossen, 

Schmutz und Alltagslarm hineingegossen, 
bin ich doch Krug 

bestimmt fiir Wein! 
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Gestricktes und Ersticktes 


Klagepfeil 

Sucht seinen Tréstegott, 
lebensschwach 

fiirchtet der starken Spott, 
Marchensucher 
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Lauscht hinterm Kerzenlicht, 
Menschenbilder 

Im Nebelgrau verwischt, 
Flétenklang — 

Marschierers Tritt erstickt, 
Frauenleid 

Im Monatsblut gestrickt 


Tréstergott gestrickt? 
Kerzenlicht verwischt? 
Bei Starkenspott erstickt? 


Wiinsche werden abgeknickt. 
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Schicksalsrader 


Ich habe die grofe Linie gesehen, 
doch sie nagen an ihrer Schénheit, 
doch sie klagen mir ihren Zankereien, 
ich habe die groBe Ruhe vernommen, 
doch sie larmen mit lauten Tritten, 
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doch sie schwarmen wie lastige Fliegen, 

miide kroch ich ins verschwiegene Mauseloch, 
doch sie finden mein letztes Zufluchtsnest, 
und sie binden mich auf mein Schicksalsrad 
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Schlaflos 


Alles in mir kariert, 
Gedankenkastchenmuster, 
eingefangen, 

zwei Uhr Nacht — 
Zukunftsgedanken, 
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gegen Wande laufend, 

Knoten und Schlaufen, 

Lichter verhangen, 

Worte verloren, 

dunkel und blicklos, 

drei Uhr Nacht — 
Traumschlafhunger, 

Ringe und Schlangen gesehen, 

in Baumen gehangen, 

gefallen in mein Gedankenkastchen, 
gewunden, ineinandergeschlungen, 
vier Uhr Nacht — 

Grauschimmer in meinen Augen, 
fiinf Uhr Morgen — 

alles in mir kariert —— —— 

Zieh einen Kreis um mich 

Und fille ihn mit Warme, 

mit Blumen, 

mit Lacheln 

und tanzenden Menschen 

und lege dich zu mir 
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Grostadte 


Im Treibhaus 
Der Stadtnachte 
Lila Lippen, 
mondlichtig, 
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zartgliedriges 
Bewegungsspiel, 

Spreizende Fingerspitzen, 
trinkend aus eigener Schénheit, 
magische Funken 

aus weibmannlichen 
Traueraugen 

Im FluB des Nachtgeschehens, 
Treibhaus 

Gepflanzter Fantasien, 

getotet 

im Sonnenmorgen! 
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ake ai Kine Rad. 


Tell i rapt Money 


Punks auf Kings Road 


Flatternd durch entseelte Massen, 
stachelkopfig 

bunte Vogel, 

irrend, 

auf und ab 

in Neonlichtern, 

friih verbliiht 


Jg. 3 (2022), Heft 1 30 


in Kellernestern, 
lappig, zammlig, 
kettenklirrigt, 
schwache Herzen, 
auf und ab 

und stark bestiefelt, 
Pulks gedrangt 

auf Banken, Treppen, 
leerer Blick 

in bunten Lappen 
Miidgesichter, 

auf und ab 

und zielverloren 
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Text: Gita Yegane Arani — Punk als Suche nach weiblicher Autonomie ... 
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Lothar, Me, Tschérdy, Rostam, Zal and Farangis. 


I have an ambiguous relation to having been a hardcore oriented hippy-punk- 
“punk” from about 1982 until 1985. Still some Impulses that I picked up and some 
of my own ponderings that time — and last but not least Farangis’ reception in arts 
about punk and feminism — are something that still create a foundation of a present 
sentiment and some attitudes for me today. 
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I recommend you certain songs that you should listen to, to get an impression 
about what punk comprised in its positive terms ... my first two 
recommendations: 


Exit-stance — the voiceless now have a voice 
Flux of Pink Indians — Tube Disasters 


Talking about having been a punk in the early 80ies ... the photo of me on the top 
right is from 1983, the year when Rudimentary Peni released their album Death 
Church, one of the records that would most definitely influence my future. In the 
inner sleeve they discussed avoiding dissection which was obligatory at that time 
in British schools, and they mentioned the Vegan Society and they discussed how 
little the punk scene differed in terms of gender-roles and clichés from the average 
“normal” society and how regrettable that was. 


Anyhow. Already at the 5th grade in school I messed around with any things I 
could find that went into a punk-type of direction. I later figured out that any of 
the people I met who ran around as punks, everyone had their own kind of mosaic 
they set together, consisting of bands, messages, expressions and probably ideas, 
aesthetics, political tendencies. 


The punk scene in the town I lived in was basically racist or very “v6lkisch”- 
minded. They would probably never admit that today, where people at least act 
more informed. There were one or two ethnic minority type of people in the 
“scene” here, yet in my perception they seemed to bend themselves pretty 
extremely in order to match into the dynamics of the “scene” and they didn’t seem 
very hardcore in their ‘visualized protest’. 


I got huge problems for they way I looked at that time. The one side didn’t want 
you to be a punk cos they thought they own the thing, the others turned 
aggressions on you because you broke the rules of what was accepted at that time. 
So either way you could be very much of an outsider from almost all sides. I was 
lucky that my parents were highly supportive of my decision to be what was 
considered to be a punk. At the school I had a heard time with pupils and teachers. 
The guys often had it much easier, or people who just had blonde, brown, reddish 
or black hair. Also within a relatively short time, maybe in the time-span from 
1982 to 1985 punk became soon kind of accepted. When you had huge problems 
1983 it was much easier already 1984. 
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I considered the punks in the town I live to be pseudo to my taste — one part of 
them was oriented towards the end 70ies kind of still rock-n-roll-influenced punk 
(the kind of music where a certain type of “maleness” was still heavily given 
expression), the other part of the punk scene in that town were hardly into any 
music developments, but rather consumed what the “scene” circulated, they hung 
around drinking and chatting, making themselves visible in the “scene” by playing 
some role, going to gigs for “fun’’-sake to prove their authenticity and utmostly 
important sociability. 


After all, what was the thing in my point of view, that made up the movement, 
was the international aspect of political grassroots independent crappily played 
music that was exchanged/expressed/played. The problem was we didn’t have the 
exciting bands coming here. So to me this meant visiting the UK a lot. 


The aspect of punk being a protest movement was only the looks plus acting 
insistingly wannbe-provocatively and the bunching up in a group, with some 
locally typical kind of group behaviour and rites amongst the punks and later 
partly the “autonomous” people in the town where I lived in Germany. The 
autonomous scene kind of realized that punk was about voicing socio-political 
issues, but they heavily stumbled over their v6lkische dynamics equally — they 
still do up till today. Germany is full of cosmetic diversity, and sometimes I get 
the impression the ethnic minorities here are comfy with it ... (long issue). 


I met no one whom I could a.) make music together with, that would contain like 
feminist or/and animal rights messages b.) I met no one whom I could talk 
critically about society with. It was in a plain desert of concerted superficiality in 
how imported subculture was translated into own subculture, boasting group 
dynamics, standards, partly graspable partly subtle “vélkischem Gehabe” of urban 
German cold-war-times adolescence. 


38 2K OK 


So you would find the excellent records of bands such as Icons of Filth, 
Rudimentary Peni, Conflict, Crass, The Apostles, Flux of Pink Indians, Exit- 
Stance, Subhumans to name a few in some record shop/s downtown and especially 
in one shop in Berlin for example, or you could get infos/tapes from people abroad 
who’d focus all differently in their choices of what they considered 
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recommendable. The punk movement in the town where I lived as a youth, 
however, was mentally nauseatingly conservative-minded. 


No wonder Germany is the only place where punk was to become the fame room 
for soccer-type-groaling-virility in music — harcore riffs turned vélkisch- 
progressive — markedly “anti-racist”, in case one doesn’t sense that right away (I 
am being sarcastic). The point that hardcore in the early punk-movement, where 
it hadn’t been a ready-made image of coolness and whatever, stayed mostly 
invisible to the mainstream punk movement here, is an interesting fact that is 
worthy to be analyzed. 


If I was an anthropologist into music science, I would make a systematic 
comparison of bands and tracks from here with ‘genre-close’ bands and tracks 
from abroad. 


To sum up my sentiment about my practiced youth culture: I notice that there are 
two main sides to it, one is the experiences I made locally in Germany and with 
German group dynamics. 


I figure most white people here who identify as Germans like clear lines, clear 
groups, clear identities you belong to, no threats to demarcation lines. You have 
a box, for instance for “hardcore”, and if a track is designated and fitting the box, 
fine, “it is what it is” then, but the hidden lines, the subtleties, the more complex 
realities are blurred out and have no accepted space here. It’s more of a play with 
labels, fitted with content that may undermine the ideas that did underlie the 
evolvement of an imported label. 


Here is a random personal top ten list in punk and hardcore, or some more songs 
that I would recommend to the people I met in the past, to understand why I still 
think they are very pseudo with the selection of the bands/messages/political 
outlooks they upheld/uphold > this is my selection, some songs are newer though: 


The Apostles — Proletarian Autonomy 
Penetration — Don’t Dictate 

Oxblood — Police 

Exit-stance — Slaughterhouse 

English Dogs — Left me for dead 


Discharge — Hell on earth 
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Destructors — Image 

Confirmed Kill (finish hardcore band) — Chains of Production 
Burnt Cross — Look into their eyes 

Broken Bones — Intro (instrumental) 

Bad Brains — Give thanks and praise jah love 

Anti-System — Wot no meat 

The Ex — A sense of tumour 

Flux of Pink Indians — Tube disasters 


As what regards the issue of dying one’s hair: Now that I grew old I felt I once 
needed to die my hair again, yet I am back to Henna for obvious reasons. 
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Ich gebe es zu, ich war dummerweise in DE Punk, ein Fehler, aber ich dachte 
damals wir waren eigentlich in Europa 


Das eine Foto oben vor dem griinen Hintergrund hat Derek Ridgers (London 
Youth 1978 — 1987; 2014) mal wohl eher zufallig von mir 1983 in London 
gemacht. Hat mich gewundert, da ich eher zu den optisch langweiligeren Leuten 
gehort habe. Aber interessant heute zu sehen, zumal ich mich friiher sehr ungern 
habe ablichten lassen. 


Ich glaube ich lege im gewissen Sinn Wert darauf zu sagen, dass ich von 1980 bis 
1986 vom Punk-Sympatisanten zum New Romantic zum Anarcho-Punk 
fluktuierte. Punk in DE war mir zum gré8ten Teil ein Graus, weil viele Leute hier 
(ohne es zu merken und ohne es wahrscheinlich selbst jemals bewusst gemerkt 
oder vor sich eingestanden zu haben) trotz etwas vorhandener Praktizierung 
kosmetischer Diversitat in der Szene, meiner Meinung nach zumindest, irgendwie 
zu vOlkischen Alliiren neigten. Man warf mir seitens meiner Szene- 
Bekannt*innen damals vor ich wiirde ja auf “London-Punk” machen. 
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Ich war oft in London, da wir dort eine Zweitwohnung besaBen. Bewegte mich 
aber auch in besetzten Hausern/Wohnungen. Mir ist damals aufgefallen, dass 
Leute aus DE die Situation in England sehr unterschiedlich rezipierten. 


Ich muss an dieser Stelle mal sagen, dass die , Toten Hosen‘ (Band) mir, bei einem 
einzigen Konzert, das ich in einer Minilokation in Offenbach am Main 
irgendwann Anfang der 1980ier mal sah, alles was Deutsch und “Punk” oder 
ahnliches war, zum Kotzmittel machten. Ich hérte ihre grélmodus-affinen Songs, 
und vor allem das Lied mit dem Text, in dem es um sexual intercourse geht, war 
fiir mich so dermafBen antifeministisch. Als ich neulich zufallig sah, dass diese 
Band in einem ihrer Innersleves irgendwo 2020 ein bemaltes Schwein abbilden, 
dachte ich nur: genau ... von Sexisten zu Speziesisten. Passt ja. 


Ich wirde hier mal eine Gegeniiberstellung machen, und wenn ich ein 
Musikwissenschaftler ware, wiirde ich das gerne detailliert zu Papier bringen: 


Vergleiche 

Die Toten Hosen 1983er releases 

mit z.B. 

Rudimentary Peni: Rotten to the core , album Death Church, 1983er release 
Icons of Filth: Show us you care 


Discharge: Hell on Earth von dem 1982er Album Hear Nothing See Nothing Say 
Nothing 


oder 
Conflict 1983, It’s time to see who’s who 


... Death Church von Rudimentary Peni war tiberhaupt die Platte — neben Onward 
Christian Soldiers von Icons of Filth (vgl. Track oben), die mir half mich zum 
Tierrechtsaktivisten zu entwickeln — im Inner Sleeve war die Adresse der Vegan 
Society .... . Und wahrend Crass also 1981 bereits ihre Platte Penis Envy 
herausgebracht hatten, quakt in DE sowas wie die Toten Hosen, die Bésen Onkelz 
und die Arzte (weiss nicht ab wann) rum. 
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Schade fiir die paar interessanteren deutschen Punkbands von damals, die 
Aufgeklarteres zu bieten hatten. Aber alle haben schon stillgehalten, als DE den 
‘Deutsch-Punk’ Bravo-mafig vermarktete. 


Ich habe mich vor einigen Jahren (2012) schon mal tiber die Toten Hosen 
ausgekotzt. Und wegen dem bemalten Tier kopier ich das jetzt nochmal hier rein. 
Ich wei gar nicht wie ich damals tiberhaupt davon ausgehen konnte, das solche 
Musiker einen ernsthaft politischen Anspruch in Sachen “der Mensch hat auch 
noch eine Mitwelt ... Gutenabend!” haben k6nnte ... : 


http://niceswine. blogspot.com/2012/0 1/die-toten-hosen-sind-scheisse.html 
January 14, 2012 

Die Toten Hosen sind scheisse! 

Die Toten Hosen aren’t punk and never have been. Unless looks equal content. 


Germany stays true to the only punk band which never actually had been one. 
Fucking blimey great! How lovely of them. “F*ck*n, B*ms*n, Bl*s*n, alles auf 
dem Rasen” (To screw on the lawn) was probably the lyrics with which they 
reached the highest possible anarchist apex with the German punk scene and 
youth of the 80ies. And yeah, you can yell along to their anti-racist statements in 
B-Flat or D-Major. To me they aren’t punk compared to what I consider to be 
punk, but they got that “politically correct” image sort of. 


However they support PeTA, and that makes them suck so bad, because PeTA is 
pro “humane slaughter” — Newkirk endorses slaughterhouses designed by Temple 
Grandin — and PeTA is vehemently pro euthanasia and pro killing strays, they 
claim that an animal is better dead than not have a loving home. Some horrific 
crap like that. Just check PeTAs policies and stances on NO-KILL Animal 
Shelters on why they are pro euthanasia. 


Ok back to the Toten Hosen: Die Toten Hosen just really sadly don’t have time to 
check up on things like that — and let alone ... they even wouldn’t fucking care 
cos they aren’t even vegan ... in the first place! 


They don’t have the time to be AS politically correct, cos they still pretend to 
bring punk to “the average German kid”. 


Well. Cheers! 
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DE ist der einzigen punk band die nie eine gewesen ist treu. Lach. Der Sex im 
Griinen ist das einzige an Anarschismus das die Band in 30 aaaacht laaaaaangen 
Jahren hervorgebracht hat. Und yay! Antirassimus zum Grohlen damit unser einer 
das tolerieren will. 


Die Toten Hosen sind scheisse und haben die deutsche punkszene 
kommerzialistisch voll abgefuckt. Campino for BuPra kann ich da nur sagen. LOL 


Achja... 


© Edition Farangis 2022 
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